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Not for his own9 for he was rash and free,
His purse or knowledge all men's, like the sea-
Still can I hear his voice's shrilling might
(With pauses broken, while the fitful spark
He blew more hotly rounded on the dark
To hint Ms features with a Kembrandt light)
Call Oken back, or Humboldt, or Lamarck9
Or Cuvier's taller shade, and many more
Whom he had seen, or knew from others' sight,
And make them men to me as ne'er before :
Not seldom, as the undeadened fibre stirred
Of noble friendships knit beyond the sea,
German or French thrust by the lagging word,
For a good leash of mother-tongues had he.
At last, arrived at where our paths divide,

"Good night!" and, ere the distance grew too
wide,

u Good  night I"  again;  and now with  cheated

ear
I half hear Ms who mine shall never hear,

2.

Sometimes it seemed as if New England air
For his large lungs too parsimonious were,
As if those empty rooms of dogma drear
Where the ghost shivers of a faith austere

Counting the horns o'er of the Beast,
Still scaring those whose faith in it is least?
As if those snaps o' th' moral atmosphere
That sharpen all the needles of the East,

Had been to him like death,
Accustomed to draw Europe's freer breath